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waters, but in Rages all was solitude, c and the
desired angel came no more.'
Towards the east two parallel lines of hills rear
themselves out of the desert, dividing it from the
wider stretch of desert that reaches southward to
Isfahan. Between the hills lies a stony valley,
up which we turned our steps, and which led us
to tha heart of desolation and the end of all
things. Half-way up the hillside stands a tower,
whose whitewashed wall is a landmark to all the
country round. Even from the far distant peaks
of the opposite mountains the Tower of Silence
is visible, a mocking gleam reminding the living
of the vanity of their eager days. For the tower
is the first stage in the weary journey of the
dead ; here they come to throw off the mantle
of the flesh before their bones may rest in the
earth without fear of defiling the holy element,
before their souls, passing through the seven gates
of the planets, may reach the sacred fire of the sun.
The tower is roofless; within, ten or twelve
feet below the upper surface of its wall, is a
chalky platform on which the dead bodies lie
till sun and vultures have devoured them. This
grim turret-room was untenanted. Zoroaster's
religion has faded from that Media where once
it reigned, and few and 'humble now are the
worshippers who raise prayers to Ormuzd under
the open heaven, and whose bodies are borne
up the stony valley and cast into the Tower of
Silence*